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_ “One of Poor Pa’s favourite theories is that no man ought to advocate any great cause without being in a position to illustrate it by action. This being 
is idea, it is not surprising that he has been getting into hot water again. His pet hobby, at present, seems to be total abstinence Jrom all alcoholic liquors, 
nnd at a meeting, having for its object his own election on the London County Council, the manner in which he carved down intemperance in the person of 
Ur. McGooseley was delightful, and brought upon him the derision of the spectators, together with ax unlimited supply of vegetables.’—Tvorsie. 


HE COMES, SHE SEES, THE WIND CONQUERS. | THE ACTON MYSTERY 


— 


ON October 3lst, 1853, about seven c'clock in the evening, 
three boys, emploved by a hair curler of Old Street, St. 
Luke's, were returning from their work to their homes, 
when, in the street mentioned, aman described by one of 
the boys as full-taeed and wearing a low, broad brimmed 
hat came upand asked if he would mind his horse. Yes, 

y \ Ce Yf om sir,” he replied, on which another of the three cried out, 
y y : \ ¢ G aff UNG (ey “Don't take him: take me.” 
: : = MAS Zien The boy who first said * Yes" was ealled George Jackson, 


ay: 


ll 


but the boy who got the job was Richard Medhurst. They 
all three came up toa horse and chaise together. and found 
another boy holding the horse's head. The stranger pave 
that boy helding the horse a penny. and sent him away. 
Jackson asked, when Medhurst pot with the stranger into 
the cart, if he could not go too, but the latter answered, 
“No, one will do,” and drove off, The night was dark, and 
the chaise soon was lost to view, 

Not until Deeember 21st was anything more heard of 
Medhurst, bat then a farm labourer was horrified at’ dis- 


; = ; covering, lying on the grass at the side of the road in Friar’s 
= : — P a = Lane, East Acton, the corpse of the unhappy boy, perfectly 

‘ yi $ naked, reduced to almost a skeleton, the bones literally 

& starting through the skin, and the whole frame covered 


1. A glance at the divine creature before him, and 2 Thovght the lady ?. Well, unfortunately, she failed —_-& Introduction, he soon declared Lis love. She i 

, gales knew that he had met his fate. He was to notice him. But love conqners all things, and Gog- was delighted with him, or his locks, ‘aud Vici were with wounds and bruises and dirt. , 

riv bald, ‘tis trne, but why should he hide his light, gles, hearing froma mutnal friend that she doted on engagel. One windy day——bnt, there, the above The body was doubled up, and round the wrists and 
Or even his bead, undera bushel basket ? And what— poets with long locks, purchased a wig, and, after an— _ illustration speaks for itself. All is off now. ankles were the marks of a cord, The boy had undoubtedly 


*~ 
~ 


82 


been murdered, but by whom? The father came forward and | 


proved the identity of his son, aged but fourteen, and shortly 
afterwards a respectable publican of Waltham Cross aud Bishop's 
Stortford was taken into enustody and charged with conveying 
Richard Medhurst away, but the bovs who had accompanied the 
Vicuin failed urteriy to prove anything against him, and he was 


pronounced innocent, amidst the hearty cheers of Lis numerous | 


friends in court, 

The person thus unfortunately seeased was unquestionably not 
guilty, but someone hitherto undiscovered, ceruuniy, for some 
unexplained reason, did to death horribly that poor littie boy, 

The coroner, at the inquest, said that he hoped “the perpetrators 
of the diabolical deed would not lone escape the punishment their 
crime demanded,” but this Acton Mnystery yet remains one of the 
mInauy unaveuged murders that have been, 

* ° * * * * 

Things are getting to be very curious in Bowwoweryshire. When 
Billiam’s mother got the bigod stained post-card, sue dropped iton 
achair and fainted backwards on the top of it ina damp gown, 
having been out marketing without an umbrella. These unavoid- 
able smearings may explain temporary delay in solving what will 
possibly prove to be one of the most hideous mysteries of trime of 
the present century, 

We're none of us at all well, 

(Mert week,“ Mixed Spirits.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


= 
*.° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped en relope large enoughto containthe 
contributions submitted. Do uot ineluse louse stamps. 
a 


Thanks for sketches, ARTHUR Lewis, Sorry that we can't 
accept; We can always find it, TOFFEE, Ja the reqister that's 
kept, Better send the cutting, LUrcnen, Tt will make the matter 
clear; From aman like SUPE, Vaten, Vou hare nothing much 
tofear, Fur such utter rubbish, PHYLLIS, We've no apace ta spare 
atall; You can see them all, V. PREEMAN, any time you like to 
call. Yes, it's quite disgraceful, JIM-JAM, Hut he will not mend his 
ways; Du ave 3 be discouraged, Cissie, Its the sort of thing that 
pays. Thanks for verses, EDIT THATCHER, But they're hardly in 
our style; You are right, MIDGE, SLUPER doesnt Care for jests 
ahout his tile, Sorry, CURB, we cannot tell you, Write wad woh 
the Sporting Life; ~ Yvutsie’ dare not dv it, Beppo, Vow the 
Influenza's rife. ~ 
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Forwarded to any Part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and Cnited ‘States of A merica, post-Sree : 
3 Months, 18. 84.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d. 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Siok LAN&, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kinsques and Bovksetters', at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue pe La BANQUE. 


£150 — 


will be paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of the 
United Kingdem, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ALLY 
SLopPer's | ALF-HOLIDAY "” be Sound upon the Deceased at the 
time of the Accident. “ ALLY’ SLOPER'S HlALY- HOLIDAY” ie 
ublished te dager the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
ng at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts une week from that 
time, oxpiring at 8 o'clock the Sollowing Thursiay morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


Two young fellows, coming down in the train the other day, 
were talking about bicycle learning, and presently one of them 
turned to a third, who appeared to be in a brown study, and 
inquired, “Do you find any difficulty in keeping your balance?" 
“I should think I did,” replied the other, whose thoughts were 
evidently far away from bicycles. “I'm overdrawn again at the 
present moment.” ae 


s 
First Lawyer's Clerk. There's Buncomb, the plaintiff, in Bun- 
comb v. Walker. 
Seoond Lawyer's Clerk. How's he getting on? 
First L. C. Oh, he hasn't a leg to stand upon! but, he'll pull it 
off, | believe. 
Seoond L. C. How's that, if he hasn't a leg to stand upon? 
First L. C. Why, his cheek will carry him through, 
=? 
»~ 
THAT man was indeed bad who, when he got outside the 
“George Inn,” Sloper-cum-Podger, actually tried to pick the rain- 
bow out of the sky because he mistook it for a coloured suzarstick, 
and wanted to take it home to his youngest born fora birthday 
treat. s 
s 


He. Would 1 2 tennis ball could be, 
At thy sweet tootsies to be laid, 
You'd sometimes then run after me, 
And often take me up, dear maid. 


She. Alas! dear youth, that cruel fate 
Should thwart in this your will, 
And yet, cheer up: at anyrate 
You area bounder still. 


* * 
* 


“Now, then,” said a teacher, “stand up for mental arithmetic. 
Sloper, if you had two twos, three threes and four fours, what would 
you have altogether?” “Well, that depends, teacher,” said Alex: 
andry, “where you buy them. They give you an awful sinall two- 
penn'orth at the ‘Blue Bull,’ but at ‘Sloper's Arms’ you get a 
Pretty fair measure.” 7“ % 

s 


Overheard at the “ Buffalo's Horns” Hotel, 

Customer, Look here, landlord, I'm just a little short to-night. 
Here's my card. I'm the man who writes “Jumbles and Ginger- 
bread" for “SLorer’s HALF-HOLIDAyY,” and if you could let 
me— 


Landlord, My dear boy, as you're a brother Buff, your secret is | 


sate with me; but, for Heaven's sake! look sharp and get out, for 
if it did happen to ooze out and my customers knew who you were, 
1 couldu't answer for the consequences, 
-* 
* 

“Do you believe that rumour about Tomkins is correct 2” « Sure 
it isn’t.” “What makes you so sure it isn't?” “ My dear fellow, I 
saw the rumour in print.” Fa 

* 


“HEARD anything of Scribbler, lately?" remarked Pipkin. “Oh, 


res, | ~aw him yesterday,” answered Jawson, “Ile says he’s going | 
to havea paper all to himself. He's going to buy the Peddletan | 


Mercury.” Humph !" ejaculated Pipkin, “he'll have it all te 
humseif in about six weeks; for nobody will read it except himself.” 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 411.—The “School Board Skeleton 


The Chief Clerk of the 
Court of Chancery in the 
good old days, as our ances- 
tors knew to their cost. Ah! 
things have altered since 
hen, haven't they 7 


dear me, Mrs. McSweeney, 
of your late husband's shi 


true, your riverence. 


They're my sole comfort 
and support now.” 


i 
George? Surely not! 
your wife's dead, and — 
ut my mother-in-law is not ! 


Harry. Going already, 


there for you at home ¥ 
George (groaning). Bi 


— 


Jim Cho has just returned trom 
' Faris). It was first rate; we dined 
Al the fable a’hote. 
Jack, What's that ? 
Jim. Why, it's where von have 
1» everything served up deuced Lut. 


pounds nineteen shillings alone! 
ler what it would be 


Worth with me i | morning.” And once again that 


(Saturday, March 12, 1892, 


a ce 


“LEND me five bob, old man,” said Spitfins, “ Here you are, my 
boy,” replied Spoftins ; “but don't forget the Buffalo motto, Bis 
dat qui cite dat.” “ Which, being freely translated, means—— 
“He gives twice who gives quickly,” interru ted Spottins, “Eh, 
oh, ah, yes, to be sure, Then look here, o'd man, here's half iu 
crown of that five bob back, and now we're quits! Good-bye, 
oid boy. Tra-la-lu.” es 

s 


THE latest scientists hold that if you are taking any alcohol at 
all it should be taken at the same time you areeating. Jones holds 
stoutly to this, and no longer goes in for his morning's three 
penn‘orth at the “ Blue Pig.” He goes to the baker's and picks out 
a Crumpet that has the largest holes in it that can be had for the 
money. He fills these holes with “ Unsweetened,” and then eats and 
drinks at the very same instant, New Proverb—The ways of the 
boozer are wise aud none can circumvent him. 


s 
Says Robinson, “I'll write a play, 
And test it at a matinay.” 
Quoth Smith, “ Last week T sat ina 
Snug box at Jones’ mattinay.” 
Aud Brown says he took part ina 
Production at a mah-tinay.” 
And Jones, who will “quite English” be, 
Tells me he gave n matinee, 

Ld 
* 
“WHaT?” exclaimed Brown, “been laid up with influenza? 


| What doctor attended you!” “Didn't have a doctor.” replied 


Smith. “The wile sent fora physician.” “What the Dickens ig 
the difference?” inquired Brown. “ About 17s, 6d. a visit,” was 
the reply. « 

* 

Shopman (to O' Flanagan, who has tendered a pound in payment 
Sora amall purchase). \'ve very little silver, sir, Can't you give 
me something smaller than this? 

O' Flanagan, Shure, but Oi cannot. Oi haven't got a penny 
piece in my pocket except a sovereign, 

ss * 


* 

“TIALLO, Lushington !" shouted Jones, “how are vou, old man? 
Come and have a drink.” “No, thanks.” returned Lushington, 
“Uve sworn off for three months.” “ Have you, indeed 2” said 
Jones. “Bravo, that’s capital! We miust have a drink on the 
strength of jt. What will you have?” “Little drop of Scotch, 
please,” said Lushington, from sheer force of habit. 

oe (Lift drinking. 
= 


“T AM surprised at you, Mr. SLOPER !” exclaimed an irate paner- 
maker. “Here I've supplied that fellow, Swindels, with fifty 
pounds worth of paper, and | can't get a ha'penny.” “1 fail to see 
how [ am implicated in the matter, sir,” returned the Eminent, 
“Why, didn’t you tell me that he was a large publisher?" « Well, 
sir, what of that?" said SLOPER. « Mr. Swindels weighs eizhteen 
stone, ten pounder, and if he is not a large publisher | should like 
to know who is!” ee 

= 

Wife. T wonder John doesn't come home. 

Mother, \t is getting late. 

Wire, And [telegraphed to him that you were here. 

Mother (who has other married daughters), Oh-lich !—ah '—y es, 
Thea, 1 don’t think it will be much good my waiting to see him. 


“THAT'S what I call a burning shame,” as the indignant con- 
tributor remarked when his editor informed him that he had con. 


mitted his Jast poem to the flames, 
s* 


HE cried, “ Dear maid, T vow you are 
My guiding light, my dream, my star.” 
She said, “ That I'm a star is true, 
But not one that belongs to you. 
Dear boy, | dazzle half a million : 
Lam a ‘star’ at the Pavilion,” 
seh 
ALLY SLOPER is inclined to think, from his experience of latter 
day Jacobitism, that the old familiar song, “Over the water to 
Charlie,” should be altered as soon as convenient to “Over the 
whisky to Charlie.” “* 


Young Sharpshins. What sort of an actor is a first walking 
gentleman, dad? 
Old Sharpshins. En?) Oh!—ah !—humph !—why, he is—er—he 
is the first one to get his walking ticket if the show doesu't pas. 
ss 
= 
“ONE of the unluckiest men I ever came across is that there 
Smith. He had to meet his gal on the banks of the river by 
Richmond. He hadn't got a farthing of oof with him. ‘W ell,’ he 
said to himeelf, ‘there's enough gold in my false teeth to raisea 
quid on them, anyhow, and that'll square the dinner.’ But, alas! 
she rushed so joyously into his open arms, the fond embrace gave 
him such a shake, the begilt dentals were shot from his mouth into 


the stream and lost for ever. Alas, alas ! 
s* 


“WHICH do you consider is the tenderest joa doctor?” askeda 
patient, gastronomically inclined. “ Humph !” grunted the medico, 
“that depends. I should say the one you have the gout in.” 

ss 


* 
“TIALLO, Green!” ejaculated Bunker, “what's the matter 2 You 
look worried.” “I’ve been trying to learn Irish,” said Verdant, 
“but I can't stomach it.” “lave yer tried it ‘ot, wi’ sugar and 
lemonsh?” asked McGooseley. ** 


St. John's Ambulance Examination. First aid to the wounded, 
Examiner, Supposing a workman had slipped off the roof ofa 
three sary house, and fallen on to his heac » What steps would 
you take? 
Student. I should send him to the nearest mortuary, 
ss 


* 

“Do vou think ladies ought to give up dancing when they marry, 
Mr. Pekthen?" “Oh,dear no! Mrs. P. hasn’t, for ever since we've 
been spliced she’s led me a pretty dance hag 

* 


~ 

‘TWAS Romeo, if I am right, 

Thought parting such sweet sorrow 
That he could gladly say “Good night!” 

Until it was to-morrow. 
A lot of chappies live to-day 

On all that they can borrow, 
And “ parting” is a job that they 

Can ne'er do “till to-morrow.” 

Lad 


co 

TF you want to see the very nicest tap of the milk of human 
kindness you should watch one dear, kind, good girl pretending to 
charitably wipe the smut off another's nose. If she doesn't contrive 
to make that girl's boko look like the thumb of adirty housemaid’s 
glove, and if she doesn’t contrive to drive a peck of Bloom of 
Ninon into her dexter optic, that ain't no specimen of real, loving 
womanhood. * + 


“Pa,” inquired Bladder pater's favourite Olive Branch, “ why 
did you insure your life the other day?" And the proud pareit 
hurriedly weighing in-for the instruction stakes, replied, “In order 
that your mother, your brothers and sisters anc yourself may 
derive some pecuniary benefit when I die.” “How much are we 
to get, pal” “ive hundred pounds, my son.” * My! what a lot 
of toffee my share’il buy. Hadn't ma better goand set the money 
right away?" “She cannot, my intelligent, but, | fear, mercenary 
child, until I die.” “Weil, pa, you dyed your whiskers this 

boy finds sitting uncomfortab'e, 


prai: 
are | 
was 
at 
that 
and 


Here we tind 
‘the Captain 
‘still as anxious 
sas ever to 


Saturday, March, 12, 1892.) 
‘TOOTSIE AND HER ARTHURS TWO. 


—~—— 


PovGLas JERROLD's famous nautical drama was produced on 
June 6th, 1828, at the Surrey Theatre. “Elliston,” says_ his 
biographer, George Ray- 

moud, “now played out 
his best and strongest 
card which fortune ap- 
ared to have dealt to 
tim, in this his last mor- 
tal rubber of the Thespian 
game. Black-eyed Susan 
was the honour in his 
hand, which sustained by 
the winning trump (T. P. 
Cooke), occasioued him 
to rise at the conclusion 
of the season a consider- 
able gainer. This drains, 
however, for the first half- 
dozen nights, though 
much applauded, did not 
give promise of the extra- 
ordinary success which 
subsequently attended it. 
On the second week of 
its representation the 
jece rose like a rocket 
into the sky of public 
favour, and became, froin 
that time, « blaze of popu- 
lar admiration, The re- 
cvipts now averged £500 
a week, out of which £150 
clear fell to the profit side 
of the manager. Cooke's 
salary was £60 a week, 
and halfa clear benefit in every sixth week of the representation.’ 
Whether or not Charles J, Abud was acquainted with the facts 
above related | cannot say, but there can be little doubt that, with 
the aid of George Sims, Harry Pettitt, Osmond Carr, and the two 
‘Artis, the loves of William and Susan and the carryings on of 
Captain Crosstres were subjects well chosen for an opening venture 
nit lasting success, There were, I am told, some trifling 
Hitches the first night. I was out of town and did not see them, 
ut all is trim and taut now; the slacks have been hoisted, and, 
1» merry mariuer of bygone times was wont to warble, “ All's 


Captain Crosstree: ARTHUR ROBERTS, 


‘Tue opera is arranged in two acts, the scene of the first being the 
exterior of Susan’s cottage at Deal, and that of a tavern facing it, 
Where occurs the memorable liquor up of the gallant Captain, fol- 
Jowed by certain amatory passages on his part, and concludin 
vith the knock down blow from Billiam, the Blue-Eyed's betrothed. 
yerv funny is Arthur Roberts in this scene, with his mock moral 
pea tation, 
Saall 1 be- 
raveh  inno- 
hent mens 
en! Cherish 
he thought!” 
The sesne of 
the <econd act 
is the deck of 
H.M.S. Daunt- 
Ieee, witha dis- 
ten view of 
Du Deal and 
lirshthonse, 


ike love to 
usan, who, to 
ssist her 
William's — re- 

ense from 


is going 
to steal a kiss 
when the lamp 
on the top of Susan: 

the lighthouse NELLIE STEWART. 
suddenly 

blazes forth, causing the Captain to rise in indignation, and, 
approaching the ship side, with a mighty puff of his breath across 
the intervening ocean, blows the light out—at which odd conceit, 


William: 
MARIAN BURTON. 


you may be sure, there was a fair amount of laughter. 


Arthur Roberts is funny when opportunity permits him, but his 
chances are few and far between. Arthur Williams has little todo, 
but what he has is done well, and a funny topical song he sings 
mvets with plenty of applause. Some of his gags are very happy, 
particularly that about the Boothites, 

Phe chief musical honours fall to the share of Nellie Stewart and 
Chauncey Olcott, the former looks, acts and sings charmingly, and 
the latter is 80 good, | could not, for my part, help regretting that 
he had not been cast for William. Marian Burton, who plays the 
part. certainly wears a pretty dress; but the reason for wearing it 
3 Not 30 apparent, and one trembles to think, were T. P. Cooke 
still alive, what he would say to it. Grace Pedley,as Dolly May- 
flower, sings and dances charmingly. Tiny Katie Barry, as the 
Midshipmite Titbits, acquits hares nobly and obliges in proper 
style with a hornpipe. Fred Emney also deserves a word of 
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Doyrass: 


Raker: 
ARPUUR WILLZAMS. 


FRED BMNEY. 


Praise. The Admimls, especially “Roko” with the powder puff, 
Ore not atall bad. The house seemed to be very full the night | 
‘was there, 

And now boys naval and girls naughtygal (Mr. Master Printer, is 
that the wavitonght to be spelt?) haste ye to the Prince of Wales’, 
and you o her boys and girls, tuo, and say your Tootsie seut you. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE AMBITION OF BLADDER PATER'S 


OLIVE BRANCH. 
AB, me! the never ending jos, 
To be a litte waxwork boy ! 
With chubby cheeks, so brightly pink, 
And wide blue eyes that never wink: 
For all the little girls to stop 
And gaze upon me in the shop— 
With nothing in the world to do 
But stare the plate glass wiudow through. 


No cross papa would make me pout, 

My clothes I never could wear out, 

New suits they'd give me once a week, 

My schoolmates ne‘er would give me cheek. 
Sometimes a sailor suit ld wear, 
Sometimes a kilt and sporran bear, 
Sometimes a natty Etou suit, 

Aud always such a tiny boot! 


I ue‘er should lessons have to learn, 

My living never have to earn; 

The life must be evuleur de rose 

That's passed in showing off new clothes, 
Saved trom all cares, or grief or guile, 
I'd wear a fixed and chronic smile ; 

And life would be a chronic joy 

Were | a little waxwork boy! 


MR. MOPES’ 

MOoPEs was a govud, kind man. He loved his wife. But his 
missus was jealous. She was suspicious, too. MKven when he sat 
at home by his own fireside and peacefully read the “ finals,” 
telling him when the water or the gas was going to be cut off, even 
then she thought he was plotting. 

“T wish you wouldn't stroke that beastly tom cat,” she said. 
Mrs. Mopes didn’t like his intimacy with the feline solely on the 
grounds that the animal, ina sort of inarticulate speech, told him 
what larks there were going on on the tiles at night-time. 


MISSUS. 


Mopes didn’t often stay out late; but, when he did, he got beans | 


—Windsors, Scarlet Runners, French, 
And Mrs, Mopes’ sagacity in discovering whether Mopes had 


been entering freely for the alcoho! stakes was surprising. No | 
No amount of | 


amount of cachous could conceal hot Seotch. 
coffee nib chewing conceal cold “ Unsweetened.” No amount of 
lemon peel wolfing keep down the Irish, A single spec of white 
on his coat collar was violet powder, A flower faded in his button- 
hole was given him “by some woman,” A scratch on his cheek 
must have come from a hairpin, 

One night he was late. There was, too, a little suspicion about 
him of having copped the Allsopp and Barclay and 
slept. He snored, 

In the early dawn, Mrs. Mopes got up and examined his dress 
coat. The light streamed into the bedroom window — bright, 
healthy suushine. It glowed and glistened on a LONG GOLDEN 
HAIR. 

“Wretch !"” yelled Mrs. Mopes. 

Mopes woke up. 

“ More beans, ” he said, the place isa blooming market garden.” 

“Whose woman's hair is this?” 

“Woman's hair be blooming blowed !" said Mopes. 

Mrs. Mopes ground her teeth. They were a goud twelve guinea 
set, and she broke a pound’s worth, 

“Tl send for my brother. I'll fetch him before breakfast.” 


As the first postman came round—as the last sweep left the 


streets, she came round with her brother, 

“ Behold the golden hair!’ she cried, “1 picked it off the ruffian’s 
coat.” 

The brother took it and carefully held it to the light. 

“Tt ain't no golden hair, you bally lunatic!" said he, with 


fraternal sweetneas ; “it's only one of the threads off the yellow | 


silk he was choosing for you to give you a dress by way of a 
surprise,” 


* . * » * * 
MORAL 1.—Always keep a few threads of yellow silk in your 
cout collar when you keep out late. 
* 


* ’ * . * 
Mora. 2.—Catch the old Dutch clock once this way, and she'll 
never dare tackle you again. 


PROPRIETY. 


WHEN the Fossilized Fabric goes out on the booze 
The amount that he gets through is vast, 
And it causes the publican many a qualm 
To have to dismiss him at last. 
The landlord, of course, doesn't want to offend 
A man of such paying ebriety, 
So the chucker is careful to clearly explain 
That it's just for the sake uf propriety. 


You call at the house of the girl you adore, 
And indulge in some rapturous fancies ; 

You're anxious to win her, aud tirmly resolve 
To mnke the most use of your chances, 

But it riles you to find, when you wish to be left 
Alone in your loved one’s society 

That her sneaking young brother's heen told to remain 
Iu the room, for the sake of propriety. 


A friend of the writer's once went to a church, 
Thongh it wasn't his general rule, 

But found when he left that the man just behind 
Had been using his hat asa stool. 

Well, the language he used 1am bound to suppress, 
For it savoured somewhat of at pats 

And this journal is run, as you're doubtless aware, 
Upon lines of the strictest propriety. 


She went to a masquerade ball as a nymph, 
But what was her anguish and pain, 

When the stewards—a cackling lot of old men— 
Her domino made her retain. : 

‘Twas a terrible blow to the poor little girl, 
Who had always behaved with sobriety, 

To be told it was partly because it was cold, 
But more for the sake of propriety. 


Noriety fancied his pretty young wife 
Was a model of goodness and purity, 

And he left her at home while he went on a voyage 
In happy and biisaful security. 

He returned to his home, unexpectedly though, 
And discovered that Mrs. Noriety—— 

Well, perhaps we had better not tell what he saw, 
If it’s best for the sake of propriety. 

—EEEEE 


FROM THE DRYING GROUNDS. 

“Yer a-talkin’ about maneness, Mrs. Muldoon! Shure, an’ ye 
never heard the loikes o’ ould Sylvanus for that!” 

“ Him that's a miser, phwitt a wash-bill o fi'pence a month, d'ye 
mane, Mra. Fitzpathrick?” 

“Th' same, M ria.” 

“ Ah, it’s well | know him, Mrs, Fitzpathrick ! Wasn't it meself 
that washed a linen dickey for him wanst? and didn’t Oi rub the 
ownly button off, and him comin’ back an’ wantin’ to he ‘Jodimni- 
foid, aa he sphnke It, to be getting n guaragtay that Oi'd throstle 
his owld wardrobe gratis for the risht of the saison.” 

“Th' ould shkimper! An’ ita him that tills me, whin he brings 
me the collar he has Jaundried ivery foive or six wakes, that Qi 
oughter allow him a ha'penny ivery toime Oi wash it for the starch 
that's in it yit, au’ that Oi could troy an’ utiloize it—the doorthy 
haythen!"” 


erkins, He | 


) are too late.” 
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RIVALS. 


—s— 


THE two were sworn enemies; but then, there was reason for 
their being so, for both were engaged in the same burlesque, the 
one in a big part 
and the other iu a 
smill. 

Patrice St. 
Jacques, the hand- 
sumer woman, was 
east for the Prince 
in Cinderella Up 
To Mischief, Lity 
de Lingerie, the 
prettier, was merely 
one of the lidies at 
court. Both lucked 
ability; but Lily 
Was not quite such 
a dunce as Patrice. 
hence the mana- 
vers preference for 
ratrice in a posi- 
tion requiring sume ° 
talent. 

One day, to 
Patrice’s yreat dis- 
gust and — Lily's 
ditto delight, the 
manager ‘handed 
overtheunderstudy 
of the Prince to 
the impersonator 
of “one of the 
ladies at court.” 

Months passed 
by, but Patrice 
remained in excellent health, and there seemed no likelihood 
of an opportunity for Lily to show what she was made of; and 
yet, in spite of this irritating circumstance, it was noted with 


Fast Friends. 


| surprise by all who knew them that the two women were becoming 


fast friends, 

Day by day, or rather night by night, they appeared to get 
thicker and thicker. 

What was the meaning of it?) Tt was the ente Lily de Lingerie 
who seemed the mere anxious to be friends. No man, woman or 
child was ever deared and darlinged and sweetested as was Patrice 
St. Jacques now by the fair Lily. They came and left the theatre 
together; they break fasted, lunched and dined together, when not 
otherwise engaged—in fact, at Lily's suggestion (Lily was always 
very thoughtful, particularly to people she was fond of), they 
shared the same rooms, at a house not a million leagues from the 
neighbourhood of Covent Garden, 

“There's something behiud this,” thought the other girls, “This 

: can't last.” 

And it didn’t. 

It was getting 
on towards the end 
of the run of Céin- 
derela Up lo 
Mischief, when, on 


nu Saturday night, 
Lily de Lingerie 
arrived at the stage 
door without her 
companion, 

“Where's Miss St. 
Jacques?" asked 
the manager. 

“Isn't she here?” 
said Lily,with what 
appeared to — be 
affected astonish 
ment. “Why, she 
started long before 
J did.” 


It wanted a quar- 
ter of an hour 
before the rise of 
the curtain. 
Patrice was still 
absent. Lily must 
play her part—so, 
at least, ordere 
the manager, 

And Lily was 
not slow in preparing to obey him. But as she went to her room 
to undress for the character, one or two of the chorus noticed 
that she trembled and looked very pale, 

“I wonder if she knows more of Patrice’s movements than she 
says,” was the text of their whispered conversation. 

“ Miss Ling-jerry !" 

Lily, responding to the cry of the call-boy, hurried from her room 
and stood in the wings, waiting to make her grand entry in the 
rear of a procession of courtiers. 

She was to take her cue from a female Captain of the Royal 
Guard, who, fortunately for the Prince, could be better heard from 
the wings than the auditorium. One more line, and she will be 
making her first appearance in the part she has under (very much 
under) studied { 

But, what was that noise in the neighbourhood of the stage- 
door? Surely that was the wel! known voice of Patrice St. Jacques ! 
Lily turned 
green. She was 
powerless to move. 
The Captain of the 
Royal Guard re- 
peated the cue 
again and again. 

“Now, then, 
Miss De Lingerie, 
arent you going 
on?" cried the 
manager. 

“No, she is not 
—Jam!" 

It was Patrice’s 
answer. 

“You can't, you 


Lae 


= Isn't she here?” 


“If that woman 
goes on, | shall go 
on after her and 

ull her off “—and 
’atrice looked as 
if she meant it. 
“She drugged 
me,” she _ con- 
tinued, “but 1 
have recovered too 
soon!" 

That night, the 
manager stepped 
on to the stage and 
apologized for the 
lateness of the : : 
Prince, Miss Patrice St. Jacques, he explained, had had an acci- 
dent; her brougham had been in a collision, and he hoped they 
world excuse the delay. ; 

And—would you believe it?—the women are no louger friends, 
and have gone back to their oid feeling. 


“aren't you gaing on 7" 


QUITE TRAGIC. 
“Heavens! what is that I see before me? Can it be? 
yes, it isthe spirit cf my departed parent!" 


©,* Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
Of her Jriends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No, 225.—Muss CLARA McCoy. 
“T, who have never loved before, now feel the maddening 
—The Dovk Snook. 
“Oh, Clara, Clara, smile upon my suit.” 


“Oh, how divine a thing is love!" —The Hon. Billy. 


(1) The Laird tas had the James Marmalades for some time, and is mocked 
by the cheerful wraith of bis long lost youth, 


ALLY 


| AS SHE IS SPOKE. 
Farmer (at an ordinary). Waiter, what do you call this ? 


SO TIRED! | Waiter. Camembert chese. sir. 


“Shall I carry you, dear?" none uf your Russian stuff, 


ROS 


NEE \ 
QQ g 


It will be remembered that lately A. SLOPER had occasion to make certain 
structural alterations to his residence. He was wentioning this t» his friend Fred 
Boisset the other evening, when interviewing him at tle refreshment bar of the 
Royal, after the house building pantomime performed by himself and his clever 
troupe, when Mr. Buisset observed, “What a pity you did rot employ my people to 
carry them ont.” “ Well, Fred,” replied A. SLOPER, “ tw tell you the truth, it is not 
Completed. The fact is, the builder wanted a sub, and subs, I object to on priuciple; 
80 he withdrew his men. I cau assure you, Fred, I should be thankful if you and 
your talented company would undertake to finish the job." Thankful! ha fal but 
the Eminent anticipates. Mr. Buisset said,“ Leave it to me." The next day, sure 
enough, down they all came to Mildew Court, in that wonderful ‘bus of theirs. and, 
headed by their chief and his dog. No time was lust in getting to work. The dog 
beginning on A. SLOPERS clothing. Then Suatcher, who could not stand by and see 
this unmoved, retaliated on one of the troupe. Then scaffuldiug was rapidly run up, 


(2). “ Wha cares for you, ye limpet-nosed centipede ?” 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Farmer. Common Bear cheese! Take it away; I dou't want 


(Saturday, March 12, 1892. 


“Tried smoking a cigarette the other day, dear, 
All went well for two minutes, then all went unwell ; 
and so did I! Don't try it."—ztract from Letier 
of Young Lady. 


and so were ladders, so, too, was A. SLOPRR—on a windlass, Then Evelina, who was 
looking on, was spirited away in a lime basket, or, rather, would Lave been had not 
the bottom fallen out and she after it. Then two of the troupe fell out and com- 
menced fighting in a way peculiar to themselves. Then a policeman, who hed 
accompanied them, expecting, no doubt, something of the kind would take place, 
seeing Alexandry pick up a brick (poor child! he, ever thirsting for knowledge, only 
wanted to study its anatomy) accused him of stealing it. Then the Blue Eyed, ina 
fit of virtuous indignation, flung it at the head of the officer, who cleverly ducked, 
and A. SLOPER, who happened to be in the direct line of fire, received it on his boko, 
which immediately inflamed it to such an extent that another of the troupe, taking it 
for a conflagration, and, having a portable fire engine about bim, tried to put it 
out. But when they would have abducted Mrs. Sloper, who came to see what was 
the matter, in a bricklayer's hod, A. SLOPER thought it time to ery, “Hold! 
Enough!” Which he did with a right good will. 


3). And the hbours said,“ Whit a funny paddock stool is foatin’ on 
: mt ehsceny qua” 


— 


I 
Thi 
de 
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Expos 6uleavion. 
eit 


Mik’) 


Male - Pri we 


p be a great nightmare :— 


de Call Boy. What, call yerself ‘Amlet ? Why, yer look like 
¥ an undertaker with his Sunday bags in pawn. 


SCENE —A re reshment room at fancy 
(suldily). I sha’ : ae bed 


ball. 


Lady "n't make up as a schoolgirl any more. | 
This is the third time fellows have ordered lemon- 
de and o bun when I wanted e drink. =e 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 

Here you are again, ladies and gentlemen! here's another tasty little repast for you. Hope 
BPou've all come with good appetites, although, I think you will admit, you don’t want a sherry 
Wand bitters to be able to Bp preciare the following :—7Zhe Water Co, does not act fair, But proves 
ersuasion John in vain has tried. Fur Coaly dves advice deride :—Our 

arrivrs will now rejoice, For them admission is half price :—Vaulting ambition proves a sin, 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


AT BEAUTY’S SHRINE. 


ve 


~ 
er eres * 


-< 
Fun 


eet UCT 


The above represeuis Beauty, who looks upon fend her admirers and followers as sources from which to derive a 
t 


amount of fun. 


5 — 
raleoub- Fishermen 
| J : 


And praise the Kaiser will not win :—With ma 
offends :—Still_ once again our Gladstone gay In 
our friend in chase Gives Sikes a very lively race. ’ 1 

every day, although there is absolutely no reason why you shouldn't easily obtain it once a week by 
patronising the restaurant of——THE SLOPERI 


evils he contends ; The floods the angler now 
land is—long may he stay :—In night attire 


here, I fancy you don't get a treat like that 


? Think we're licensed for live stock ? 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


——e 


ANY reference to the blustering inonth of March would, we have 
Always Leen led to believe, be considered singularly incomplete 
RN without the quotation, “The Ides of 
osaN March is come,” being dragged in 
»\ sumehow, Well, we have Dabs it, 
rs and now having conceded this much 
to conventionality, feel justified in 
remarking that “ March Winds ” are 
a fraud aud a shaw, for they invagi- 
ably make a point of waiting until 
April before asserting themselves ; 
an example which the fourth month 
imitates by delaying its “ April 
Showers” until “The merry mouth 
of May." This is, of course, one of 
the little eccentricities of that auto- 
cratic individual, the Clerk of the 
Weather, against whom it is useless 
to inveigh, for he has had and will 
have his own sweet way until the 
end of all time... « 
s 


A CAREFUL scrutiny of page eighty- 
seven will reveal to the intelligent 
reader (and what person who 
SLOPER is not intelligent?) the 

\ welcome fact that in order to obtain 
a splendid cabinet photograph of the 
Friend of Man, he has only to send 
nsum of not Jess than half a crown 
to “Ally Slope 


deserving charity will be closed 


positively upou March 26th, so that you see there’s very little time | 


to lose if you want to obtain an almost drinking—we mean 
speaking—likeness of the Universal Philanthropist, aud benefit 
one or more of your suffering fellow creatures. 

se 


s 
_Peruaps if the money expended by the Kaiser William, during 
his numerous visite to other states, had been utilized in relieving 
the frightful distress so prevalent among his own countrymen, the 
recent disturbauces and rioting in the streets of Berlin might have 
been altogether avoided. Willian, who if somewhat self-willed, is, 
nevertheless, sensible, would do well to keep this fact in mind in 
future. Of course, the dignity of a monarch, when travelling in 
other countries, must be kept up. We do not attempt to gainsay 
that, but the question is, is this coustant visiting necessary or even 
expectedl of him?) Speaking personally, we should moat certzinly 
say “No!” ‘eis 
. 


THE fourth fancy dress ball of the present Carnival Season was 
held at Covent Garden during the early hours of Wednesday morn- 
ing, and proved, as was every- a 
where anticipated, as great a 
success as the last—a gre:ter 
was impossible. Eccentric and 
turtistic were the costumes wort, 
and the Crumbling Structure 
(vtfectively disguised as a 
lighthouse), a3 he stood prop- 
ping up the refreshment bar 
and surveying the festive scene, 
could not help thinking how 
much the pleasure loving 
Londoners ought to be be- 
holden to Sir Gus, and that the 
dodgasted Mounseer who in- 
formed his countrymen that the 
English take their pleasure 
sadly was an Ass. 

=? 


THE Mildewed Co-Respon- 
dent has this day been very 
graciously pleased to bestow 
the “ Award of Merit” upon Mr. 
JUSTICE JEUNE, because he's a 
sound and clear headed Judge. 
“Feyther,” lisped the Blas 
Orbed Petitioner, “it’s as well 
to keep in with Jeune, ain’t it, 
‘cos it ain't at all unlikely that 
if ma cops you in any o’ them 
galliwanting adwentures o' yourn at the“ Friv.” she'll——.” But at 
this moment a well placed kick from the heavily booted foot of 
Don Juan the Motheaten, caused Alexandry to dry up rather sud- 
denly ; and Inter he was seen purchasing arnica from the proceeds 
of a hasty raid upon Eveliny's money box, 

ss 
s 

EXCELLENT, indeed, was the Second Grand Annual Concert given 
on Monday, February 29th, in the Marble Hall of the Adelphi 
Restaurant by Messrs. Nolan, Webb and Welsh, at which the boys 
of the Holborn Cycling Club mustered in strong force. A. SLOPER 
was there, of course, and his favourite song is now, “I Dreamt | 
Dwelt in Marble Halls,” Perhaps the fact that he passed the night 
under oue of the tables may have something to do with it. 

ss 


s 
AT the Middlesex Music Hall, situated no further away than 
Drury Lane, they give you a capital entertainment fer just about a 
fourth of the price you would be compelled to pay at a smarter 
hall. Drop iu oue evening and see if SLOPER's kidding you. 
se 


s 

THE revival at the Criterion, by Mr. Charles Wyndham, of 
Fourteen Days, is weeting with very considerable success, and the 

A pea, and comfortable 
ittle theatre is crowded 
night after night with 
enthusiastic audiences 
who seem to fully ap- 
preciate the bright effer- 
vescing fun of 5 
Byron and the capital 
acting of the Criterion 
company, Mr. Charles 
Wyndham, Mr. W. 
Blakeley and Mr. George 
Giddens are all most ex- 
cellent in the characters 
which they first im- 
personated when the 
comedy was originally 
produced here in 1892, 
and their efforts are ably 
supported by Miss F. 
Frances, Miss K, Drew 
and Miss Mary Moore. 
Fourteen Days is pre- 
ceded by the late Mr. 
Maddison Morton's 
famous and_time-hon- 
oured farce, Jtor and 
Cor, in which that clever 
and rapidly rising young 
actor, Mr. David James, 
Junr., appears with very 
great success, and will, we are given to understand, be plaved 
until the new comedy, which is said to be in preparation for Mr, 
Wyndlisun, is ready fur rehearsal. 


r's Poor Relief Fund,” | 
the subscription list of which highly | 


——— ee eee 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE Tivoli Music Hall may now lay ciaim to have at present 


one of the strongest progemines in London. Every name thereon 
represents a star of the first magni- 

tude, aud seldom one sees such an 
array of talent gathered together 
under one roof. The novel element 
is represented by Western and 
Martyn, who astonish all by 
their wonderful shooting feats: 
while the comic business is well 
looked after by Harry Pleon, G. H. 
Macdermott, Charles Godfrey, the 
Two Macs and Albert Chevalier. 
Of loveliness we have a right royal 
show — Alma Stanley, Flo Levey, 
Lillian Price, Marie Collins and 
Miunie Cunningham being among 
the fairest of their sex, 


s 
READERS in search of a few 
hours’ amusement would do well 
to weigh in at the Theatre Royal, 
Westuinster (better known as the 
House of Commons), any evening 
during the week, except Saturday, 
where a screamingly funny bur- 
lesque, entitled, Wasting Time, is 
being performed to crowded houses, 
The exaggerated attempts made by 
some of the chief performers to 
appear serious are really delicious, 
and are much speconinins by the 
delighted onloukers. The piece 
will probably run until about August, when it is expected the com- 

pany, comprising 670 Members, will be dissulved. 


A LoT of fuss has been made recently in a number of contem- 
poraries anent the discovery, by Professor Palisa, of Vienna, of a 


new planet,and yet the discovery of innumerable strange starsevery | 


night in the vicinity of Shoe Lane by Professor SLOPER, of T.ondon, 

is treated with the greatest contempt by the same organs. The in- 

justice of this treatment will be apparent to everyone. In common 

fairness,an Englishman is entitled tuas much courtesy asa foreigner. 
ss 


Fast Asleep, a new three act eccentric comedy from the pen of 
Mr. C. H, Abbott, produced at the Criterion on Shrove Tuesday, 
although, by no means a brilliant work, bears ample trace of the 
fact that the author is gifted with a keen sense of refined humour, 
and possessed of a very useful knowledge of the ditticult art of 
playwriting. The plot of the comedy is both funny and original, 
albeit it offers obstacles, in way of skilful treatment, which might 
well have daunted a more experienced dramatist; and the 
dialogue, always crisp and smart, flashes at times in a manner which 
leads us to look hopefully forward jo Mr. Abbott's next production. 


s 

THAT one and all are awaiting with no little anxiety the develop- 
ment of the policv to be pursued by the new County Council 
cannot be denied. The 
meddling and_ idiotic 
course followed by its 
immediate prede- 
cessors has unnerved : 
everybody, and the — 
once innocent and ; 
trusting Londoner | parca 
looks now upon a aan | 
Councillor as a sort of 
horror to be suspected 
and avoided. It is to 
be hoped that the in- Aneel 
habitants of the great eZ 
metropolis have, on ce 
this occasion, spoken \ 
out in unmistakable ys 
tones and punished \ 


severely those few eelf- Ke 3 ZA 
advertising nobodies Z At 
who made themselves 


obnoxious in =u mat- sf iS 
ters appertaining to |i” . 
Phe ry 


the pu welfare, A 
crushing defeat in- 
flicted at the polls will 


cool the ardour of 
these self opinionated 
Jackanapes, | 


s 

THE Friend of Man and Woman (young preferred), in pursuit of 
his mission in life, on the 27th ultimo, incompany with Alexandry, 
attended a Smoking Concert at the “Hope” Tavern, Stanhope 
Street, N.W., in aid of the Endowment Fund of the Printers’ Alms- 
houses at Wood Green. Needless to say, Camden Town was en 
Jéte, and the eyes of a loyal populace gratified by this sight of their 
titulary genius, who presided in his usual genial manner, and raised 
acclamations by his oratory and invitations to drink the health of 
the Peopristor of the “ HALF-HOLIDAY " in the famous “ Unsweet- 
ened.” The coins rattled merrily into the “ Plate,” which was the 
largest of the season at this Auxiliary. A bold, base attempt on 
the part of a buxom female, dressed in a kitchen apron and a 
vacant smile, and carrying a jug of four ‘ulf, to abduct the 
Eminent, was happily frustrated by a policeman, who ran the 
Beaming Beacon in—to his chariot, 


ON the night of Friday, the 26th ult.. the Patron of Pantomime | 


and Family weighed into the Grand Theatre, Islington, and wit- 
neased a representation of Mr. Charles 
Wilmot’s brilliantly successful Whit- 
tington and His Cat. A. SLOPER has 
seeu & good many panics in his time, 
but this proved to uite the best he 
had ever witnessed, and he came away 
fully convinced that Charlie amply de- 
served the fame and fortune the mag- 
nificent Proauctor has brought him. 
Lottie Collins was, of course, as aprighlly 
as ever, and as every member of the 
Sloperian household has whistled, 
sung or played Ta-ra-ra, boom-de-ay 
ever since the visit, house rent in the 
neighbourhood of Mildew is decreasing 
with astonishing rapidity. 


= 

AN automatic machine in connection 
with the express delivery of letters and 
reels wns opened at Chariug Cross 
Iway Station last week. A penny 
dropped in the slot will be the menns 
of bringing a messenger from the West 
Strand slegraph Office. Thisisall very 
well, and clever as far as it goes; the 
only question is, does it go far enough? 
What is to prevent the youthful mind 
from practising its beloved, but not suf- 
ficiently appreciated, little jokes on the 
postal authorities? A round little bit 
of tin shaped like a penny, and the deed 
is done, and the ngessenger finds, on his arrival at the machine, 
that his lubour has been in vain. Perhaps the addition of a pair 
of claws, by the medium of which the dropper in of the penny 
may be seized and held securely until the arrival of the messenger, 
might meet the didiculty, What think you, Sir James Fergusson / 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS, 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WERK ENDING MARCH 19TH, 1892. 
— 


138th March, 1888.—A_Reuter’s telegram from St. Peters. 
burg, of this date, states :—“ To-day being the anniversary of the 
assassination of the late Czar, the Imperial family attended Divine 
service ut eleven o'clock this morning in the Mausvleum, in the 
church of the Fortress of SS. Peter and Paul. Hundreds of detec. 
tives were on the watch ata the route taken by the Czar to pre- 
veut any untoward incident, but their services were not called iutu 


| active requisition.” 


14th March, 1828.—A< Sheffield paper of this date says :~ 
“There is now residing in Attercliffe a tailor, of the name of 
Gilberthorp, who, about twelve years ago, hud the misfortune ty 
lose his right arm, but determined to make the best possible us of 
his remaining arm ; and, however unlikely it may seem to perform 
the several parts of his trade with the left arm alone, he hus so far 
succeeded, that for several years he has been able to provide com. 
fortably for a numerous family. His method is to piu his work to 
his left thigh, and to hold it firmly with the opposite kuee, while 
with the left hand he executes his work with dexterity and 
neatness.” 

15th March, 1847.—Harvey Leach, otherwise Hervio Nano, 
“the Gnome Fiy,” died this day. 


16th March, 1891.—A correspondent of the Daily Telegraph 
this day writing of Guy de Maupassant, the brilliant novelist, who 
recently became insane, says :—" He knew Algernon Swinvburne’s 
friend Powel!, who seems to have vied with the poet iu astonish. 
ing the Gaul by fantastic origivality. Thus,at lunch, after talk on 


| art, literature and humanity, such gruesome curiosities were exhi- 


bited on the table as the hand of a person who had been tiayed 
alive, and the hand of a parricide. On another occasion, M, De 
Maupassant was invited to dine with the poet and his friend, the 
piece de résistance being “roasted ape.” ‘The odour of the repast 
took away all the novelist’s appetite, but Mr. Swinburne and Mr, 
Powell enjoyed the singular dish. In the opinion of the French 
writer, the bard is an idealistic and sensual Poe, and one who is, 
perhaps, the most extravagantly artistic being in the world.” 


17th March, 1828.—Theodore Hook, in Juhn Bull, of this 
date, published the tuilowing epitaph on a Mr, Peck :— 
“Here lies a Peck, which some men say 
Was first of all a Peck of clay; 
This, wrought wi.h skill divine, while fresh, 
Became a curious Peck of flesh ;— 
Through various furms its maker ran, 
Then adding breath, made Peck a man; 
Full fifty years Peck felt life's bubbles, 
Till death relieved a Peck of troubles ; 
Then fell poor Peck, as all things must, 
And here he lies—a Peck of dust.” 


—_—— 

18th March, 1841.—On this day, the friends of Ben Caunt 
and Nick Ward met at Young Dutch Sam's, the “ Black Lion,” 
Vine Yard, to pay a fifth deposit on articles apd drawn 
up, which, among other things, set forth that—* The said Benjamin 
Caunt agrees to fight the snid Nick Ward a fair stand-up fight, ina 
four-and-twenty foot roped ring, half-minute time, according to 
the New Rules, for one hundred pounds a-side. The ropes and 
stakes to be paid for by the men, share and share alike. Neither 
man to use resin or other powder to his hands during the combat,” 
ete., etc. Ben Caunt won the fight in thirty-five rounds, aud thus 
became “the champion of England.” 


19th March, 1666.—Under this date Pepys writes :-—“ After 
dinner we waiked to the King's Playhouse, all in dirt, they being 
altering of the stage to make it wider. My business here was to 
eee the inside of the stage, nnd all the tiring rooms and machiues. 
But to see their clothes and the various soris, and what a mixture 
of things there was, here a wooden leg, there a ruff, here a hobby- 
horse, there a crown, would make a man split himself to see, with 
laughing. But then, again, to think how fine they shew by candle- 
light, aud how poor things they are to look at too near hand.” 
a 


IN THE FUTURE. 
[Most of the comic papers are now endeavouring to advertise themselves by 
embarking upon commercial speculations.) 
I RISE in the morn from a Chronicle bed 
And wash with some 7elegraph soap; . 
And with Evening News bacon and Sporting Life eggs 
At breakfast endeavour to cope. 
my coffee I sweeten with feferee lump, 
V hilst the butter I spread on my toast 
I know is procured from a dairy that's kept 
By the people who're running the Pust. 
Then | leisurely take a St. James’ cigar 
And light a Pall Mallian match, 
And sit down to write fora ton of the coals 
Which are sold by the Weekly Dispateh. 


ges 
SLOPER DRAWS COMPARISONS. 


THE Old Man has been putting in a good deal of time thinking 
of late, and he has come to the conclusion that the young man of 


to-day is degenerating. The young man of to-day is miles behind: 


—well, Adam. For instance :— 


Adam never fooled his quids away bringing out a comic paper. 


that nobody wanted. pes tee 
Adam never wore out his boots and his temper by idiotically 
carrying a banner ina procewice of the Salvation Army. 
Adam didn’t think Fitzfulke would win the Waterloo Cup, and 


| put his last fiver on it. 


Adam never wore a “Burlington” 16 x 3 all-round collar, or 
busted his diamond stud into splinters when sneezing. 

Adam never borrowed his “SLOPER” of a fellow-clerk in his 
office, or came to Shoe Lane to ask the sub-editor to take a tip for 
the Lincolnshire Handicap in payment. ; 

Adam never attempted to get into bed with his boots on, or put 


| his watch for security in the coal-box, 


Adam never lied his liver out, representing himself as a press- 


; man, trying to get a free ticket for a fancy dress ball. 


Adam never—oh! but Adam never did lots of things which 


| are quite common now, and when somebody once made him a 


present of a bull-dog, he scornfully rete the gift, unless the 
donor wonld guarantee to pay the Dog Tax for three years und the 
doctor's bill if the animal happened to go for a rate-collector, 
who might recklessly get within its reach, 


A WAITER’S WIT. 

WHEN Algy de Newmong Dropabit first told us of his engage- 
ment, he certainly did not claim for his affianced bride any great 
meed of beauty. It is still vividly remembered among us, too, that 
he frankly owned, when mentioning her nge, that she was a “ back 
number,” but he justified his proceeding by admitting that her dot 
would amount to five figures, and the first of them be neither 
2 nor 3. 

When he told us he was going to take her to ten at the C—— 
that afternoon, we rose as one man and begged him not to. We 
really had his best interests at heart, and, after all, the C—— had 
become more of n dear old chappies' rendezvous to us than a mere 
restaurant, and—well, to put it briefly—it is the unknown we have 
always to fear the most, and we didn't know—couldn’t tell—what 
ae ee turn up. 

ut Algy would go, and now the match is broken off altogether. 

Why? Well, the fact is, that the waiters at the C—— are given 
so many liberties by many of the regular customers, that they take 
unwarrantable liberties and perpetrate the most impertinent out- 
rages in return; and Otto, it appears, when Mi:3 Bullionstein took 
her seat at the tea table, went away with a grin and setched her a 
moustache cup! 
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NOT A FOG-GONE CONCLUSION! 


— 
raves 


gre 


{ 


iy 


he 


ing ¢ 
the tin 


nt. 
ll of this desperate re- 
e, he entered an estab- 
rent which seemed from 
varied 
ples exhibited 
dow to hold forth pro- 
of being able to pro- 
him with a suitable 
ing. For half an hour 
nzered there inspecting 
hundred and one articles 
ns, gloves. scents, 
hes, toilet accessories, 
brought forward for his 
tion, But he made his 
Btion at last, and after 
hg 
ly ten minutes whilst it 
being tied up—for the 
was full of 
ssistants were almost at 
wits’ end to get through their work—came out, jumped into 
som, and was whirled rapidly in the direction of his love's 


ternoon complexion. 
Oh, do, do tell me what it is,” 
omething useful,” replied Charles, drawing the packet from 
ocket and handing it to the fair girl—“something you have 
needed, and which, Agatha, if you will pardon my saying it, 
very greatly enhance your charms.” 

is speech was too much for Agatha's curiosity. Hastily undo- 
he string she tore off the paper, and disclosed—a tail of false 
» The shopman had given him another customer's purchase. 
a wild shriek of indignation, of mortally wounde 
k which brought her father hastily upon the scene—the out- 
' a started back, and —and 
heard a young man, who limped painfully, hail a passing cab 
sk to be driven hastily to the nearest gunsmith's. . 


o deepest Science (we read) confesses its incompetence to cope at present 
§ Eres. evil of London Life—the Fog.} 


Lo! I am the frightful 
foul fiend Fog, 
That diabolical, dreary dog, 
Who Londoners’ chests 
doth cruelly clog, 
Induciug extreme vexa- 
tion, 

Yes, | am that ghoul who, 
with noisome breath, 
Doth murder sleep (as the 

poet saith), 
Awakening coughs 
disease—yea, Death 
Amid London's popula- 
tion! 

And there’s many a plot 
"gainst me, you bet— 
But, ha, ha! there is Life 
in the Old Fog yet! 


and 


Legislation and Science 
have tried their best 
Todrive out this “ London 

particular” pest ; 


Cut you'll soon find out 


that I'm unopprest. 
In vain they have tried 
to cheat me! 
In this varied climate I'm 
always found, 


Gloatingly, greedily lurking aroun, 
Tu leap upon victims; yea, 


at a bound, 


Aud they'll have all their work to defeat me. 
To thwart me, a plan you may some day get. 
But at present there's Death in the Old Fog yet! 


—— 


HIS LITTLE OFFERING. 
was her birthday—Agatha Tiffletimp’s twenty-first birthday ; 


Charles. Everton Noready, as he wandered disconsolately 
pugh the Burlington Arcade on this particular morning, most 
estly wished it ccasn't, For Charles Everton was stony, dead 


vet as Agatha's fiancé, the man to whom, in spite of the 


millionaire pickle maker's heiress. 


must buy Agatha a 


nature of the 
in the 


impatiently for 


adies and 


five minutes later 


ctions raised by her parent, she had promised her hand, her 
t, and her five thousand a year, he knew that he must rise to 
occasion and weigh in with a present. Yes, there was no 
out of it; it meant dining off a sardine and break fasting 
for at least a week. But it must be done, 


Agatha, or, 


e still, her father, must never suspect his impecuniosity, must 
+ know that he has not paid his laundress for eighteen months, 
his landlady for a year; not for one brief instant must they 
m of the army of tradesmen waiting anxiously for the con- 
mation of the marriage between their penniless creditor and 
Yes, there is no help for 


nd so you have brought mea present?” gushed Agatha, as 
fret blissful moments of meeting o'er, she disengaged herself 
her lover's arms, and, with a pocket powder puff, furtively 
voured to remedy the destruction his lips had worked with 
“Oh, Charles! this is indeed kind of 


love—a 


P.C, 75X 


GIRLS OF THE 


“FRIV.” 
No, 37.—GLaDYS TREVOR. 


WHILE we dudes and chappics listen 
, To her mellow voice, 
ilow our eyes with pleasure glisten, 
With delirious rapture glisten, 
How our hearts rejoice! 
Comes a dream of heaven on earth to 
_. Us poor love-lorn laddies ; 
With supernal songs of mirth to— 
Sweet symphonious songs of mirth to 
Glad us Gladys glad is! 


Where the fair are congregated 
Ina brilliant heap, 
There we Johnnies, fascinated— 
By her beauty fascinated— 
Close to Gladys keep. 
Each, with wildly heaving breast, to 
_ Pop the question mad is, 
F or with laugh and chaff and jest to— 
Jovial joke and 
Glad us Gladys glad is! 


oyous jest to 


But, alas! our hopes are destined 
To be overthrown; 


; Some rich suitor from the West End, 


Duke or marquis from the West End, 
, Gladys means to bone, 
She's too tly to give her hand to 

One of us poor caddies, 


eon Thongh with smiles serene and bland to— 
“mies seraphic, suave, and bland to 
Glad us Gladys glad is! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—_—_— 


LITTLE WonDER-WoRKING MEN'S CLUB, February 26th, 1892. 

DEAR ALLY, — With your consent some few weeks hack you 
were duly initiated an honorary member of the above club; but. 
with all due respect, the question has arisen as to whether you had 
intrusted the all-important “ooftish" to Iky to bring over, or 
whether you had got itdown your own dry throttle in the shape of 
“U nsweetened,” because if you have you had better be careful when 
you pay usa visit, because your breath will be smelt, and if it is 
found you have been imbibing too much, may the Fates help you. 
So I would advise you, before you come over to see us, to don the 
bit of blue, if you don't want to get into trouble. So beware, as I 
would not be answerable for the consequences. Therefore I 
earnestly entreat you to reform ere it is tuo Inte, and by so doing 
show a good example to your good lookin, but unfortunate off- 
spring. Your well wisher, F. 8. SPEARING (Secretary). 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 104.—HE GOES GALLIVANTING. 


BLOSSOMNOSE went out to woo, 
Ha, ha, the wooing o't! 
Naughty, naughty thing to do, 
a, ha, the wooing o't ! 
“Wife's been lately rou h with me: 
Now, while she’s in bed,” said he, 
“Now's mr time to take a spree!” 
Ha, ha, the wooing o't ! 
“Friv.” girl Maggie—dainty dove !— 
Ha, ha, the woving o't! 
Loved the Wreck. . . . Platonic love, 
Ha, ha, the wooing o't! 
“Friv.” girl Maggie's billet dour 
Reached that morn the Lane of Shoe: 
“Faio I'd sup to-night with vou.” 
Ha, ha, the wooing o't ! 
£LOPER for his cabman called, 
Ha, ha, the wooing o't ! 
“ Drive me to the ‘ Friv.’” he bawled, 
Ha, ha, the wooing o't ! 
At the “Friv.” the Amorous Swe!l 
Met his sweetly smiling belle. 
“Cabman, quick! the Grand Hotel!" 
Ha, ha, the wooing o't! 
When at length the cabman stopped, 
a, ha, the wooing o't ! 
SLOPER'S jaw with terror dropped. 
a, ha, the wooing o't ! 
“ Doomed !” he murmured, pallid cheeked, 
“Ruined ! foiled! betrayed!” he squeaked, 
“ Here is Mildew Court!" he shrieked. 
Ha, ha, the wooing o't! 


SLOPER's wife rushed out in fits. 
a, ha, the wooing o't! 

SLOPER’S now in several bits. 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't! 
When he's next to meet his pet, 
Divla chance his wife will get 
The cabman for to bribe—yYou BET! 

Ha, ha, the wooing ot! 


MARY ANN MURGATROYD. 

THE handsome young millionaire, seated at his heavily jewelled 
writing table, looked up in a languid way at the pale young maiden 
who, letter of introduction in hand, stood modestly before him. 

“And so you wish me to appoint you companion to my sister?" 
he said, scanning her with a keen and critical eye. 

“Tf you please, sir. I would try hard to give everv satisfaction.” 

“No doubt ; all servants say that. Do you sing?” 

“No, sir,” she answered ; “I'm sorry to say | don't.” 

* Ah, well, then, I suppose you play the piano?” 

A look of pained anxiety passed across the girl's face as she 
answered, “ No, sir; I'm very sorry, but | can’t.” 

“H'm. What do youdo? Do you paint terra-cotta plaques?" 

“I'm dreadfully sorry, sir,” she answered, with a great sigh, “ but 
I never learned to paint.” 

“Well, how hare you passed your time since you left school?” 

“I've been at home, sir, he'ping mother; we don't keep a maid, 
and there's all the housework to do, in addition to which we let 
out two bedrooms to eight German gentlemen, clerks in the city ; 
then there's all the washing to do; we make our own bread, and J 
have to make and mend father's clothes ; then there’s the——” 

“ Pardon me for pilsrepane: You've said enough, and——" 

“Oh, please don't say 1 sha'n't do. I'd try and pick up some 
accomprishments in a reasonable time—don't say J sha'n't do?" 

“You won't do for a salaried companion, because—er—you're too 
good for the job. But, I tell you what—if you'll accept half my 
fortune—it’s only a trifle of seventeen millions, it’s true—and take 
me with it, I shall consider myself the luckiest fellow in tho world.” 

And Mary Ann Murgatroyd did. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHRISTMAS APP mA 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


*,* Subscribers of not less than Half a Crown will receive (pret: 
Sree) a Cabinet size Photegraph of A. SLOPER, Esq., F.0.M. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED Last WEEK, £168 lis, 10d. 
ALLY SLOPER, Esq. (weekly donation), £1; Lizzik LEcn, 13.3 Lizziz 
Moone, 3d.; “ Jack,” 5s.; G. A. F. (Hartlepool), 1s. 
Making a total received up to March 2nd, 1892—£170 2s, 1d. 


A LESSON FROM MARCH. 
THE king who, “ona lofty tower,” 
Holds o'er the winds eternal power, 
Compels those winds, in March, to scour 
The earth with frenzy wild : 
Yet wisely, with a patient grin, : 
We beur their roughness and their din, 
Assured that March's nest-of-kin 
Is meek and calm and mild ! 
So we'll from March a moral glean. 
If by our masters, in their spleen, — 
Or by our friends, with fierce chagrin, 
We're cursed, rebuked, reviied, 
We'll try to bear their mood unkind 
With patience ; and, erelong, behind 
The March of Rage we'll surely fiud 
An April calm and mid : 
And when Misfortune’s angry gale 
Makes dim our eyes, our faces pale, 
We'll strive, though oft our hearts may qua.l. 
To still be reconciled 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Why has the influeuza been imported into this country 7— 
Because it’s a Germ ‘un, 

‘A COUPLE OF (F)OWLING-PIFCES—SLOPER'S Twins. 

Why is the fashion of wearing patched unutterables like the 
Eminent’s hat ?—Decause it’s Suoren’s (<):yle. 
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SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
THE DEMON UMBRELLA. 


(A TALE OF DIABLEBIE.) 
nips 


CHAPTER IIT. 

_ PETER CRAWLEY SIMPsoN’s superhuman exertions to overtake 
time, the absence of all breakfast, and the genera! diashevelment 
which his 
hurried dress- 
ing had pro- 
duced, were 
not in favour 
of his appear- 
ing at his 
best, as a per- 
son wie has 
an apology to 
cake shoald 
always be, 
and when he 
was ushered 
into Lydia's 
resence, that 
jady contri- 
buted a scorn- 
ful sniff to his 
already very 
complete dis- 
comfiture. 

“ My dearest 
Lydia," he 
be; 


dearest me, 
said Lydia, 
“Bute I 
couldn't help 
it, mv dear, 
said Peter. “I 
| 


“You know I do not drink.” 


assure you I really couldn't. I overslept myself, and——" 

“You should have gone to bed earlier,”:said Lydia, with a 
haughty glare. 

“T fell asleep at the fire, and——”" 

“He fell asleep at the fire! Ha, ha! were you tipsy?" asked 
Lydia, with a eneer. 

“You know I do not drink.” 

“1 know nothing about it,” said Lydia. “All I know is that I 
was going to Brighton to-day, that I had set my heart on going, 
and now I can't go.” 

“Never mind, my dear ; let us go to Richmond.” 

“To Richmond! Why not to High Beach, and take an accordion 
with us?) No; you can go to Richmond yourself. You have made 
me ao laughing. 
stock amoug my 
acquaintances, 
’ Goaway. Iwill 
remain at home.” 

A raging 
demon had pos- 
y session of Peter 
| Crawley Simp- 
son's soul, fe 
was their first 
ti. Sullenly he 
turned en his 
heel, and) when 
Lydia Villans 
turned he was 
gone, 

Then Lydia 
Pillans buried 
her head inoa 
sofa blanket and 
shed teara, while 
Peter Crawley 
Simpson strode 
down the street 
with black rage 
tugging at his 
heart strings. 

Whither would 
he go? He be- 
thought him 
that he had had 
no breakfast. He 
had an early 

Iuncheon instead, and he washed down his care and chop witha 

libation of sherry. Sherry was unusual with him at that early hour, 

but it drowned care and stimulated his inventive faculties. What 
should he do with his day? He had consumed the whole of the 
half-pint he had ordered. The answer was found. 

He would go to Rosherville! . 

He went to Rosherville, and, amid a wild whirl of bitter ale and 
whisky, and claret cup and waltzing, and champagne and oysters 
and polkaing, he dispelled the carking care in his heart. Through 
it all he clung to his new antique Umbrella. He even clung to it 
when on his journey home. But when he laid it aside against a 
window shutter, in order that he might more comfortably go 
Tommy Dodd with a 
pillar letter-box to 
settle who should stand 
the next drink, the 
policeman, who took 
charge of him, failed 
toobserve it, and with- 
in ten minutes it was 
carried off by a gentie- 
man who was much 
more sober. 

Ere daylight broke 
the voice of a gaod 
natured police inspec- 
tor broke the silence 
of the cell in which 
Peter Crawley Simpson 
lav snoring. 

“Wake up, young 
fellow, and let's see if 
you have slept off that 

ze," 

Peter woke up, and, 
though he had never 
seen the interior of a 
prison cell before, he 
instantly and intui- 
tively recognized his 
surroundings. 

“Are you all right 
now?" said the in- 
spector. 

Oh, I am ruined! 
Will you Jet me away ” 
said Peter. 

“Certainly,” said the inspector; “but you must leave a 
ple tge.”" : A 

|" Peter left asovereizn, and crept home toan inward bath of soda- 
water ere yet the early slavey had begun to wash the doorsteps, 

For the time, he wot not he lad lost his Umbrella, 

(To be continued nert week.) 


Whither would he go? 


“Going it” at Roslieville. 
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THE “F.O.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No, 246.—GrNPraL Lond Ronerts, F.O.S. 

“Born in India or thereabonts, General Roberts may lay claim 
to a hot temper as a part of his possessions, This is, to a certain 
extent, accounted for by his partiality to Indian curry ; but not 
wholly so— loveliness has a lot to do with it. Originally starting 
life as a snake charmer, it was not long before he developed into 
® full blown lady lover, or lady killer, as he personally styled 
himself. Somehow or another, although he continually pestered 
them with his attentions and presents, the fairer sex did not 
seem to reciprocate our hero's feelings, which so soured his 
temper, that he determined to wreak his vengeance on mankind 
wenerally by becoming a manslayer. No one professing their 
willingness to be made mincemeat of, our hero offered his services 
to the English Government as Commander-in-Chief of the Indian 
Army. These not being acespted, Frederick wept copiously for 
two hours and twenty minutes, at the expiration of which 
period he consented to accept a captainship in the ranks of the 
world renowned Bengal Blood Curdlers, After killing with his 
own hand a few hundred men in a battle. described by him- 
self as the Battle of Blarney Bunkum, the gallant young soldier 
was promoted to the rank of General, and honours innumerable 
were heaped upon him, even to the fonr honours in a game of 
whist in which he participated on the nicht of the battle. But, 
still, Roberts was not satisficd. A handle to his name was what 
he desired. and a handle he has obtained, chiefly through the 
instrumentality of A. SLOPER, who ordained that he should be 
made a Peer of the Realm. Chiefly because he is a fire eating 

eneral, our hero was created F.O.S., and the ‘Sloper Award of 
erit’ presented to him September 12th, 1885." — Debrett 
Improved, 


as much 


rapes te I never kissed my dog when he was a puppy, Mr. 
ty. 2 


MBA a 
On the summit of Mountains of the Moon. 


\se~ 


Kar Gee 


N \ 


“Yes, Mr. Smith, me and my ‘usband went to the play last 
night, and, as there was too much crush about the pit door, we 
did the genteel and went in the fatoils.” 
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ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


AN AWFUL CALAMITY. 


Mistress, What is all that noise and commotion outside, James? 


James, An accident to a train, mum. 
Afistress. Goodness gracious me ! what train ? 
James. Your youngest daughter’s, mum, 


MARCH 


(1). Tle sun shone bright that fair March morning when young Cadboy, serene in 
the consciousness of his own manly beanty, sauntered forth upon the promenade | 
usually patronized by the lovely Parafina Tartlett.—(2). Precisely, however, at the | 
moment when the laniscape was brightened by the approaching form of his heart's 
idol, a wandering speck of the much over rated “ March dust " was led by a perverse | 
fate to find its resting place in his dexter optic.m(3). The consequence was that | 
the expression of surprise, blended with respectful delight, which he intended his | 
expressive countenance to convey as he saluted the angelic Parafina, was marred by | 
what appeared to he a wink of so fiendish and deliberate a character.— (4). That | 
Miss Tartlett’s big brother, the champion amateur weight thrower, upon whose arm 


DANCING GIRLS. 


The girl who takes time for reflection. 


8 EL 


“T ain't goin’ to obey the likes o' von; an’, what's more, if you don't keep your 
Promise an’ take me to the halter, I'll sneak about you coliarin’ your master's 
wines—so, there!” 


(Saturday, March 12, 1892. 


Laks 


. e ki “ <<. 
flowers that bloom in the spring.’ Now then, 
Flo, go it! *Ta-rara, boom~de-ay !"" 


“The 


First Stranger. Do yon mind smoking ? 
Second Stranger, Certainly not—shall be delighted. 
Have you a cigar? 


OUST. 


she leaned, felt called upon to expostulate with the dashing Cadboy upon his 
apparent familiarity.—(5). Failing to be altogether satisfied by the latter's explan- 
ations, the big brother then Pprocecied to give a little “ weight throwing” exhibition 
for the entertainment of his sister. Cadboy also found it most interesting.—(6). 
Luckily, the duck-pond in which his share of the performance ended was not more 
than four feet deep, as he was no swiminer. "Twas ample for a very pretty aquatic 
display, however.— (7). And, when Cadboy at length crawled ashore, feeling, to say 
the least, extremely damp and shivering and trembling in every limb, he felt that 
his experiences of that morning were quite enough to give a gentle interest to any 
forenoon stroll, besides laying a foundation for rheumatics and other pleasantries, 


SELF ESTEEM. 


A party as thinks himself a big pot, and 
dares anyone to deny it. 


GILBERT DaLzIgL, at “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C.—Saturday, March 12, 1892, 


